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a large old-fashioned red brick house in a pretty garden. Is Miss
Vaughan at home?' 'Yes,* and I was shown upstairs into a room
overlooking the basin and sweep of the vast smoky town and the
dark grey battlements of the Cathedral Tower rising above the
avenues of College Green.

Presently I heard a sweet voice singing along the passages and Janet
Vaughan came in much grown and with her hair cut short over the
forehead, but unchanged in other ways and as sweet and simple and
affectionate as ever. She gave me a long loving kiss and we sat down
by the open window to talk. Then some ladies came in to see another
of the gkls of the school and I sent Janet to ask if we might go out into
the garden. Leave was given and we went out into a pretty garden
at the back of the house with steep sloping lawns and shady winding
walks under the trees. Janet took me down a steep path into a
secluded walk, dark and shady, at the bottom of the garden, called
in the school traditions the 'Poet's Retreat*. Here we walked up
and down talking of Clyro and Gilfa and Newchurch and old times.
Then girls came out into the garden with their books and work and
soon all the shady nooks were full of light dresses and bright pretty
faces and pleasant voices.

The walk called the 'Poet's Retreat* was fringed with young trees
upon some of which the girls had carved their initials. Upon the
stem of a young beech whose bark was grimy black with Bristol
smuts I carved Janet's initials J.V. and reluctantly at her earnest
request my own R.F.K. above.

Sunday, jjune

I had only three from the village to night. Cissy Bryant, Emma
Halliday and Martha Plank, and I spoke to them about temptation
and the Temptation of Christ.

Later the warm soft night was laden with perfume and the sweet
scent of the syringa.

Tuesday, 9 June

Went with my mother and Dora and Lettice Hazel1 to the Isle of
Wight by Salisbury and Stokes Bay. The heat was intense. The
Wiltshire downs and Salisbury Plain were white and glaring with
drought and chalk and dust in the scorching blinding sun. Every-
thing seemed parched and dried up by tie 2 months' drought

1 A maidservant.